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THE REALM OF FANCY 



FAR AWAY. 

Shadows of the evening falling 

Over prairie, lea and dell, 
Yoices in the distance calling, 

Voices that I love so well. 

Ethoes of the dancing waters 
From the far off rolling sea, 

Calling, they are always calling, 
Luring, fascinating me. 

Night has passed, and it is morning, 
Lo I I stand beside the sea, 

But the merry, sparkling waters, 
They have lost their charm for me. 

Shaded woodland, golden prairie, 
I would now return to thee. 
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MY IDOL. 

I thouglit 'twas carved by master hands, 

And made of marble white, 
I placed it on a pedestal, 

!And deemed it perfect, quite. 

And then I saw the mark, the flaw, 
The edge was chipped away. 

The thing that I had worshipped 
Was made of common clay. 
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DOLCE FAR NIENTE. 

Lake Como lies before me, 

And in her waters blue 
Reflects the fair sky o'er me, 

And every mystic hue 
Of the red and golden sun^set 

That fascinates my sight, 
And casts upon the waters 

A path of rosy light. 



\ There, clad in royal purple, 

Rising in proud array. 
The noble Alpine monarchs 

Hold undisputed sway. 
And some are capped with ermine, 

And some are crowned with snow, 
But all are opal tinted. 

With the dying sunbeam's glow. 
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TH E R EALM OF FANCY 

High on a graded terrace, 

A marble palace stands, 
That must have been created 

By unseen fairy hands; 
So delicately fashioned, 

Those walls of magic mold, 
So fair and so unearthly. 

That roof of burnished gold. 

An autumn mist surrounds me, 

And covers hill and vale ; 
Upon the rosy pathway 

A solitary sail 
Grows fainter in the distance, 

And slowly fades from view. 
Leaving a thread of silver, 

To mingle with the blue. 

My being is enchanted. 

My thoughts are fond and free. 
Oh, magic land of wonder, 

My spirit clings to thee. 
Before my eyes are visions, 

As fleeting as the day. 
Here could I dwell forever. 

And dream my life away! 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

A CHRISTMAS WISH. 

With this little spray of holly, I would greet 
you, 
I would wish you every kind o£ Christmas 
cheer, 
I would pray that fickle Fortune kindly treat 
you, 
With the sunny $ide of life this coming 
year. 

Though the magic cup may hold a tear of 
sorrow. 
In its depth of tragic mystery today, 
That same cup will hold a precious pearl 
tomorrow. 
When the traces of the tear are washed 
away. 

This is Christmas, we should then forget all 
sadness ; 
Merry Christmas comes, you know, but 
once a year. 
We should live today in happiness and glad- 
ness, 
Let us drink unto the pearl and crush 
the tear I 
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MOONBEAMS. 

The subtle silver beams 

Of the moon light up the se^t 
A palace of love, on an isle of dreams. 

But oh, can it ever be? 

A palace of love on an isle of dreams, 
But the dreams will pass away. 

The palace will fade, and the soft moon- 
beams 
Will die at the dawn of day. 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

ELISE. 

Upon the summit of a hill, 

Where all is lone and drear and still, 

The towers of a casde rise, 

In outline clear against the skies ; 

On them the sun its radiance cast. 

And when at eve it set at last, 

The moon, with beams of silver hue, 

Did pierce the inky darkness through. 

And with an all endearing light. 

Made e^en the darkest turrets bright. 

Throughout its unfrequented halls. 

The whistling wind the ear enthralls, 

And seems to whisper through the trees. 

The legend of the fair Elise. 

II. 

How many and many a year ago, 
Upon a night of sleet and snow. 
When, though the elements forbade, 
The host a ball in progress had. 
The hall with merry laughter rang. 
As knights and ladies danced and sang. 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

There's EHse, heiress to the hall, 
With young Sir Henry, fair and tall, 
The heir to vast estates and land; 
Accepted suitor to her hand, 
The man her father says she'll wed. 
Though she another loves instead. 

III. 

The merriment is at its height; 
Lol stealing forth into the night, 
All cautiously, fair Elise creeps. 
As o'er the wall her lover leaps; 
Awhile in conference they stand, 
Their horses waiting near at hand. 
Then, swiftly moving toward the gate, 
They mount — ^make haste ere 'tis too late I 
E'en now, the stars are not so bright. 
E'en now, the East is streaked with light. 
The day is jealous of the night I 
Make haste, yoyng lovers, in your flight. 

IV. 

Now in the hall, where all is gay, 
None think of the oncoming day. 
But dance and sing and laugh and shout. 
To eke the merry hours out. 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

'Tis now Sir Henry's turn to share 
The dancing of his Elise fair; 
He goes for her, he looks around. 
But she is nowhere to be found. 
The alarm is given, the search begun; 
The guests join in it, everyone. 
They shout her name, "Elise I Elise I" 
And it is wafted by the breeze. 
The only answer to their shout — 
The echo from the hills about. 

V. 

Hundreds of years have passed away. 

Now sadly to myself I say 

When I am pondering there alone, 

"To think, the same old moon that shone 

Upon that castle proud and grand, 

Now shines on mouldering stones and sand. 

Those rooms, that were all mirth and cheer, 

Are now like tombs so cold and drear. 

Those walls, that rang with laughter gay. 

Are slowly crumbling to decay." 
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ALL THIS IS THY LOVE TO ME. 

Like a fair and radiant flower, 

In the early dawn of spring, 
Like the song the seraph angels 

In heaven surely sing, 
Like a star on the dim horizon, 

When the evening shadows fall, 
And we feel a veil of darkness 

Will soon envelop all; 

Calm and serene as the mountains, 

Fathomless as the sea, 
Mysterious as the future. 

All this is thy love to me. 
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TO IRELAND. 

Thy vines, thy bushes, and thy trees 

Are of a brilliant green, 
Thy earth is carpeted with grass. 

The fairest I have seen. 

Thy national flower, the shamrock, blooms 

Within thine every mile, 
Oh, Ireland, I see why thou 

Art called the Emerald Isle. 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

THE SEA. 

What is it that brings those billows 

In from the foaming sea ? 
What is it they wish to tell us? — 

They speak of eternity. \j 

They have come down through the ages, ^^ 

And through future years will go : 
The tide will rise, the tide will fall, 

And the waves will onward flow. 

I gaze into their foamy depths, 

I hear their ceaseless roar, 
And I wonder at their beauty, 

As they break upon the shore. 

Silver kissed by palest moonbeams. 

How the waves dance on. 
And they lull to sleep my troubles, 

They alone, alone. 

Beneath those sparkling waters. 

Upon the ocean's breast. 
How many tired travellers 

Have found their last sweet rest 
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tTHE REALM OF FANCY 

How many ship-wrecked sailors. 

Weary of toil and woe, 
Sleep on the ocean's bosom. 

Were they not glad to go? 

Upon a bed of coral, 

'Mid jewels so rare and bright, 
And shrouded in the sea weed, 

They spend their last dark night. 

Amid the ocean's treasures. 

Far from the rocky shore. 
Beneath the starry heavens, 

They sleep forevermore. 

They sleep and know no waking. 

Their days of toil are done. 
In heaven Is peace eternal. 

And rest for everyone. 

What is it that brings those billows 

In from the foaming sea ? 
What is it they wish to tell us? — 

They speak of eternity. 
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WHICH? j 

Modest eyes of violet^ j 

Hair of woven gold, 
Lips that say "I love you," ' 

Sweetest truth e'er told. 



Hair and eyes like midnight. 
Flashing, radiant smile. 

Lips that say "I hate you," 
Tempting all the while. 

Thou, Egyptian Vhantress, 
In thy satins dressed; 

Simple Saxon maiden; 
Which do I like best? 

To be strictly moral, 

I should choose the fair; 

I am only human. 

Give me, then, the star I 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 



MY CITY OF DREAMS. 

^ When the golden glow of the setting sun 

Lights up the radiant west, 
Before my eyes each evening come 
The visions I love best. 

I see my wondrous City of Dreams, 
Of treasures and wealth untold, 

Where the houses are built of rubies red, 
And the streets are paved with gold. 

And away in the distance I see the hills. 

Bathed in a purple light, — 
But slowly my visions fade away. 

And are lost in the shadowy night. 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

TO KENILWORTH CASTLE. 

Ghost of grandeur that has perished, 
Relic of the long dead past, 

Though thy splendor now has vanished, 
And thy walls are crumbling fast. 

Still they tower far above me, 

Proud, but what does pride avail? 

Down the pathway of the ages 
Thou hast come to tell thy tale. 

Hark I methinks I hear the minstrels. 
And the hall is gay once more. 

With the laughter of fair ladies. 
And their gallants, as of yore. 

See, the feast is on the table. 
And the firelight cheers the hall, 

But a strange anticipation 
Seems to hover over all. 

Now the hoof-beats of a charger. 
In the distance, they can hear, 

And the guests crowd in the courtyard, 
As the rider draweth near. 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

He dismounts, he rushes forward, 
"Friends," he cries, "a coming fray, 

For the enemy advances 
To besiege us here today I 

"Do not weep, fair maids and matrons, 
Buckle on our shields, and stand 

Ready to give out the arrows. 
That shall slay the miscreant band. 

"Send the archers to their places. 
Close the gates and man the wall. 

If we cannot hold the castle. 
Then like heroes we will fall I" 

Proud the haughty foe advances. 
Waving plume and flashing steel; 

They would conquer thee, fair castle. 
They would see thy warriors kneel. 

Proud the haughty foe advances. 
When the noon-day sun is bright, 

But at night-fall they have vanished. 
Those, not dead, have taken flight. 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

Yes, fair castle, thou hast conquered, 

And the victory is thine, 
But another foe attacks thee — 

Canst thou stand the siege of Time ? 

All thy gates and all thy archers 
Cannot stay her dread advance; 

She is proof against the arrow. 
She is proof against the lance. 

On she comes and ever onward. 
See, where cities, empires, fall. 

Kingdoms perish, still she conquers, 
Still she triumphs over all. 

And thy great walls tower above me. 
Proud, but what does pride avail? 

For surrender is the finish 
Of thy melancholy tale. 

Page Eighteen 



THE REALM OF FANCY 



BEYOND. 

How often have I wished that I might see 
Beyond the veil of future's mystery; 
A little while, a little space, that I 
Might see beyond the cloudless, star-lit sky. 
That realm, that sphere, untenanted by men, 
Beyond, above, a little while, and then — 
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AN OLD-TIME LOVE SONG. 

With a heart p£ love^ she loveth me, 
This dear little maid of my choice, 

Fair as a rose in June is she. 
Soft is her music voice. 

Gazing at her all sorrow dies, 

An I can call her mine, 
For, in the light of her violet eyes. 

Lives there a soul divine. 

Circle thine arms around me, dear. 
Love me, and hold me tight; 

Clasping thy hands behind me here, 
Dear little hands so white. 

And I will hold thee, oh, so fast. 
Lest thou be snatched away, 

For, can such happiness always last? 
Well, let us live today I 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

HYMN TO THE WEST. 

Land of the Setting Sun, thy spell is o'er me, 
Lost to the world, and in thine arms I lie ; 

Tall and majestic mountains rise before me. 
There, in the distance, outlined 'gainst 
the sky. 

Golden the lining of the clouds above them, 

All is sublime, for beauty is nature's law; 

Rolling and vast thy prairies, how I love 

theml 

And the great silence fills my soul with 

awe. 

Guarding each wooded pass, and rocky by- 
way, 
Sentinel pines point to the stars above; 
Truly thy mountain trail is mystery's high- 
way, 
Leading us on to realms we know not of. 

Oh, from this dream of peace may I ne'er 
'waken, 

I love the wild woods and the untilled sod. 
Though by myself, still I am not forsaken. 

Here in the presence of Almighty God. 
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AN ACROSTIC. 

Supreme, alone unrivalled, 

He ever shall remain. 

And o'er the hearts of all mankind, 

Kinglike the bard shall reign. 

E'en though I were, with just a book, 

Shut from life's joys untold. 

Providing it were his great plays. 

Enchanting book, through all my days. 

Armed with those thoughts of gold, 

Resigned, nay, overjoyed I'd be. 

E'en with my freedom sold. 
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NEAR CRETE. 

The moonlight shines on the broad calm sea, 
Near the rocks by the Cretan shore, 

And the waves are whispering tales to me, 
Of the ships that will sail no more. 

Page Twenty-three 



THE REALM OF FANCY 

AROUND THE WORLD. 

Stay not still when thou canst travel, 
'Round the world so broad and grand, 

With such wondrous things of interest, 
To be seen in every land. 

There are England's ancient abbeys. 
Hallowed homes of poets and halls, 

And her fortresses and castles, 
With their battlemented walls. 

Gay Pareel that charming city, 

With her boulevards so fair; 
L'Arc de Triomphe, Eiffel Tower, 

And the Louvre and Madeleine there. 

Dear old Fatherland I oh, tell me, 

Is there anything so fine 
As Cologne's grand old cathedral. 

And the castles on the Rhine? 

See Spain's glorious old Alhambra, 

Stately palace, tell me how, 
Once the pride and joy of monarchs. 

Thou art ghost of splendor now? 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

Oh, the Alps I who can describe them? 

So serene, so tall and grand; 
One might think their snowy summits 

Almost reach the celestial land. 

And imperial Rome, whose grandeur 

Is now faded, buried, gone; 
O'er her grave the Coliseum 

Stands as sepulchre and stone. 

Famous Athens, whose great glory 

Never can decrease or die ; 
Carved in marble is the story 

Of her wondrous days gone by. 

And the East's mysterious wonders, 

Persian, Syrian, ages old; 
Buried treasures, darkened secrets. 

Hidden magic, wealth untold. 

Then besides man's works and products. 
There arc God's — flakes, trees and flow- 
ers, 

Hills and rivers — ^travel I travel I 
See this wondrous world of ours. 
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SUNSET AND DAWN. 

The sun sets in the glowing west, 

'Mid clouds of gold and red» 
And all the world has gone to rest ; 

Another day is dead. 

Another day, twelve precious hours, 
Have joined time's endless flight; 

And Mother Earth is clad in black, 
The mantle of the night. 

The hours pass on, nine more are gone. 

And then, oh joyous sight I 
Above the mountain tops, I see 

The east is streaked with light. 

The darkness fades, the world grows bright. 

The night has passed away, 
Aurora, golden robed, proclaims 

The coming of the day. 
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SUNBEAMS. 

Merry little sunbeams, 

Dancing in the air, 
Vanishing before the eye, 

As if never there. 

Put your hand out, grasp for one, 

Hold it tight, but seel 
Where's the little sunbeam gone. 

Which you caught for me? 

Tell me where the sunbeams live. 

Do they always roam? 
In this great, wide world of ours. 

Have they not a home? 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 



TO THE SEA. 

Oh sea ! how many wonders 
Are buried 'ncath thy waves ; 

How many treasures hidden 
Within thy rockbound caves 1 

We mortals are much like thee, 
Our moods change as thy waves ; 

Memories are the treasures, 
Our hearts the rock-bound caves. 
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AN ARDENT LOVER. 

Dnce, when I was walking, 

'Twas within a woodland sweet, 

My heart went all a flutter, 
When my love I chanced to meet. 

The beauty of the roses fade 

Beside her cheeks so fair, 
The sun looks down with envy 

At her crown of golden hair. 

Ruler of my heart. 

Queen of my life is she, 
I cannot live without her. 

For she's all the world to me. 

No flower ever was so sweet, 
No goddess had such grace, 

No one ever had, I'm sure. 
Such a lovely face. 
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MIRROR OF THE PAST. 

Within our hearts we carry it, 

Forever shall it stay, 
Reflected there, the mem'ries 

Of childhood's happy day. 

'Tis as if one were thinking, 

When the ground lies 'neath the snow, 
Of the primrose that hath bloomed there. 

In the summers long ago. 

Page Thirty-two 



THE REALM OF FANCY 



ONCE MORE. 

The glorious Christmas mom has come at 
last, 
The sun now peeps o'er yonder distant 
hill; 
The moon and stars have gone, the night is 
past, 
The world looks oh, so peaceful, white 
and still. 

When all was dark and silent in the night, 
I, kneeling by my window, seemed to see 

Once more the star of Bethlehem cast its 
light 
Upon the sheep and shepherds on the lea. 

The wise men journeying o'er the desert 

moor. 

Only the star to guide them on their way, 

The little Christ-child in His manger poor. 

Who brought such glory to the world that 

day. 
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THE FLIGHT OF TIME. 

'Golden sunlight, silver starlight, 
And the distant rising moon; 

Spring and summer, fall and winter, 
All are passing by so soon. 

Childhood flashes into manhood. 
Manhood passes quickly too ; 

'Ere the sun has well nigh risen. 
Shines the moon of silver hue. 
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THE REALM OF FANCY 

MY CASTLES IN SPAIN. 

As I sat by my window looking out. 
The sun crept toward the West; 

The children hurried off to bed, 
And the birds went to their nest. 

But I, I sat there dreaming 
Of my castles in sunny Spain; 

The air it has a magic charm, 
And there they have no rain. 

My castles are made of crystal, 
Their roofs are of rubies red; 

And before these castles in sunny Spain 
The ocean blue is spread. 

Mountains and valleys and meadows 

Surround my castles fair; 
And beautiful gold and silver fish 

Swim in the rivers there. 

The trees by my beautiful castles 
Are stately and large and high; 

And over all my wonders 

Hangs a fair and cloudless sky. 
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